CHAPTER    EIGHTEEN
VACUUM   TRAVELLER
AFTER the hurricane blast, the vacuum. It was world, professionally and spiritually, in which w Luneberg amid a disillusioned, shattered anc Germany. We correspondents were profoundly that the slaughter was over, yet felt a deadly rea< the exhilarating perils and triumphs of the chas Huxley has maintained that all news is bad, that the calamity, the bigger the news. The point is but, in any case, to condemn the reporter becaus his greatest opportunity in the greatest calan condemn the artist who paints a battle scene, t< lawyer responsible for crime and the doctor for di The Press camp was a little hotel in a pine-: charge was Captain John Soboleff, of P.R., a Whit with an extraordinary career which is about six itself. Among other things, he won the M.C. ai bridge. He spoke a fascinating brand of broken lots of it. As Buckley wrote,1 sheep, chickens, frui came to him as by magnetic attraction. But he di One of his guests was a Red Army colonel, wh< called Nat, and who was supposed to be represi Tass agency. These two opposites got on famousl to relate. Nat was an agreeable soul and had twc fame. He could drink more than all the rest together and could also beat anybody at chess. Th thing was that he could combine these two achi Personally, I have found that even one glass oi prejudice normal judgment at chess. Nat, w] supplies failed, was reputed to drink the crude" alc< the Germans had used for V-weapon fuel. But ui of his vodka-inflamed countrymen, whom I encoi 1 In The Road to Rome. 326cluded bicycles, sewing machines, furniture, radio sets, cases of gin, clothing, scent, and innumerable other things. Only once was there any trouble, when a German paratrooper angrily protested. A Canadian sentry fired a warning burst from his Sten gun into the water, promptly settling the matter.
